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Southey's  poems.    They  are  all  the  thing  in
London.*

* London! '   Francis   cried-    ' London!    But
Judith is not going to London/

* No*    I am not,' said Judith.

The two women looked at one another. Upon
Jennifer's fine smooth white brow a small, a very
small frown appeared, the first, Judith thought,
that she had ever seen there.

* Of  course   not,'   said   Jennifer.     * But   we
cannot   expect   Judith   never   to   wish   to   leave
Uldale.'

* I  am very happy at  Uldale,*  Judith said,
smiling at Francis.    * You are so very good to
me.'

But afterwards when Jennifer had gone up-
stairs, slowly, majestically, like a green and white
swan floating upwards, to take off her bonnet,
Judith had a desperate, almost choking need of
reassurance. She caught Francis by the broad
lapels of his coat. He paused astonished. He
was always shy of demonstrations, she knew.
She looked up into his face and he saw that her
eyes were filled with tears.

* Francis, you do want me here, do you not? *

' Want you 1 ' He put his thin firm hand on
her small one. * Why, I will never let you go! '

She nodded and said in a low voice: 'I am
glad. I wished you to tell me so.'

He added kindly, holding her hand more
closely in his: * You have altered everything here.
The servants, the children all love you. And